ADVENTURES OF A MILKMAID
but in moving her foot for the purpose it grated oil tfc
gravel. He started up with an air of bewildermen
and slipped something into the pocket of his dressing
gown. She was almost certain that it was, a pisto
The pair stood looking blankly at each other.
( My Gott, who are you ?' he asked sternly, an
with not altogether an English articulation. 'Whs
do you do here ?'
Margery had already begun to be frightened at h<
boldness in invading the lawn and pleasure-seat. Th
house had a master, and she had not known of i
'My name is Margaret Tucker, sir/ she said meekb
' My father is Dairyman Tucker. We live at Silve
thorn Dairy-house.'
'What were you doing here at this hour of th
morning ?'
She told him, even to the fact that she had climbe
over the fence.
* And what made you peep round at me ? '
* I saw your elbow, sir; and I wondered what yc
were doing ?'
1 And what was I doing ?'
'Nothing. You had one hand on your forehea
and the other on your knee. I do hope you are not i]
sir, or in deep trouble ? ' Margery had sufficient tact t
say nothing about the pistol.
' What difference would it make to you if I were i
or in trouble ? You don't know me.'
She returned no answer, feeling that she migl
have taken a liberty in expressing sympathy. Bu
looking furtively up at him, she discerned to her surpris
that he seemed affected by her humane wish, sirnpl
as it had been expressed. She had scarcely conceive
that such a tall dark man could know what gent!
feelings were.
' Well, I am much obliged to you for caring'iiow
am/ said he with a faint smile and an affected lightnes
of manner which, even to her, only rendered moi
apparent the gloom beneath. ' I have not slept th
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